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Technically this can take place at any time, not necessarily the l4th. The general timeline is sometime during 
1980-81 while the Leps are on tour in America 


The lads had a couple of days off before their next show, and with the local carnival going on, Peter decided it 
was okay to let them off their leashes and have a little fun 


Everyone split off to enjoy themselves. Joe decided he was going to eat first before doing anything else, Rick 
bounded off for the various sidestalls, Pete swaggered off to be the ball of chaos he usually was, and Steve 
and Sav elected to spend time together, seeing the opportunity to turn the unexpected outing into a date. They 
occasionally got stopped for pictures and autographs, but otherwise no one really bothered them. Sav knew 
that Steve was grateful for that. For the most part, it was just the two of them wandering around, getting on 


a few rides, and simply enjoying each other's company. 


The pair were beginning to feel a little hungry after a couple of hours, so Steve offered to pay for lunch. Fried 
food wasn't normally something Sav ate, but for a carnival, he'd happily chow down. They were looking for a 
food stand when he heard a soft gasp. Glancing sidelong, he saw Steve's attention directed at a large reddish 
brown plush toy hanging up high. Only when they'd passed by the sidestall it was a part of did he reluctantly 


look away. 
Sav did not like the look on his face. "Did you see something you wanted?" he asked. 


Steve shrugged, dejected. "Yeah, but.. l'm no good at carnival games." He perked up a little. "There's a stand. 


Share some chips?" 

"Sure." 

While they waited in line to order their food, Sav glanced back at the game with the toy. He wasn't big on 
sideshow games himself as he felt most were set up unfairly to begin with. The rides were more entertaining 
and didn't result in him needlessly emptying his wallet. Still, if challenged, he'd do it, at least to a point. He 
briefly wondered what sort of game was in that stall. 

He drew his attention towards the toy. It was a stuffed animal of some kind. It was in a seated pose, and if he 
had to hazard a guess, it must've been around a meter in size. The top of the body was reddish brown while 
the legs and underbelly were a darker brown, nearly black. Its ears were white and its tail was fluffy and 
striped, matching the body's main colours. Most striking was the face, with its white cheeks and muzzle and 
reddish brown marks extending down under the eyes, cutting through the white. It certainly seemed cute. 
What kind of animal was that? Furthermore, why was Steve so interested in it? Only one way to find out. 

He tapped the guitarists shoulder. "Hey, um, will you be alright by yourself for a bit?" 

Steve chuckled "Mate, | can order food unsupervised" 

"You sure?" 

"Go on, I'll be fine." 

“Alright. l'Il be back" 


Once Steve was looking away, Sav threaded his way through the groups of friends and family packs back to 
the sidestall. "Step right up!" the man operating the game called out. "Shoot the target, win a prize!" As he got 
closer, he could see a multi-coloured target at the back of the open-ended long stall. There were a selection of 


compound bows at the operator's side as well as a transparent blue quiver of arrows. 


It was an archery game. As much as he loved archery, he did wonder about the game's safety. None of the 
arrows in the quiver seemed to be dulled nor were they affixed with tennis balls. 


"Hey there, sir!" Sav drew his attention to the operator. "How'd ya like to take a shot at the target?" 

Sav cocked his head a little. "Is this safe?" 

"Oh yeah," the operator responded. "As safe as can be. We take all precautions to make sure no one gets hurt 
That was good, he supposed "Um- how does this work? The rules and the like, | mean" 

"Ya get three arrows. The closer ya get to the bullseye, the higher the prize tier, and the arrow closest to 
the bullseye determines yer prize” Given the size of the animal toy, it mustve been one of the higher tier 


prizes. "Whadaya say, sir?" 


The image of his boyfriend's crestfallen face came to mind. Sav gave a small hum, then pulled out his wallet. 


"lll give it a go." 

"Fantastic! Five bucks." 

Sav handed the money to the operator and received one of the bows and three arrows in return. He nocked 
the first arrow, then drew back, eyeing the target carefully. Once he felt he had the aim right, he let go of 
the string. 

THWACK! 

"Wehehell, whadaya know! Bullseye! That'll get ya any prize ya want" 

Perfect Sav nocked the second arrow. "You don't mind if | fire these off as well?" 


The operator smiled and gestured towards the target. "Be my guest, sir.” 


Drawing back and aiming, he fired the second arrow. THWACK! The third quickly followed. THWACK! The 
operator's eyebrows seem to disappear under his hat as he stared at the target. “All bullseyes." He turned to 
Sav. "Ya been practisin’?" 


Sav flushed a little and handed the bow back to the operator. "I've a bit of an affinity for archery." 
Ill say," the operator laughed. "It's served ya well today, sir! Pick a prize, any prize." 
He wasted no time and pointed at the object of Steve's interest. "That big brown one there." 


"The red panda?" Was that what it was? Sav nodded. "Alrighty!" The operator grabbed a hook, then pulled the 
toy down. "Here ya are, sir! Congratulations!" the operator said as he handed it to Sav. "Enjoy the rest of yer 


day. 


"Thank you. You too." 

Sav adjusted the large plush in his arms -- goodness, it really was as big as he thought. He started back 
towards the food stand, scanning the line for where Steve might be before finding him already sitting down at 
a nearby table with a large basket of fries covered in melted cheese, a soda, and a bottle of water. He 
similarly seemed to be looking for where his boyfriend had disappeared to, and just distracted enough for Sav 
to come up and surprise him. 


Grinning, he sidled up to the table. "Hey. | got you something." 


"Oh?" Steve turned towards Sav and froze, his face lighting up as he took in the sight of the stuffed red panda 
in the latter's arms. "Is- that--?" 


‘Mmhm. A red panda" Sav handed the plush to Steve. "For you," he said, sitting down in an empty chair and 
popping a cheese fry in his mouth. 


Steve stared at the toy's face and began to get misty-eyed. "Y-You-- This.. f-for me?" he stammered, 
Sav nodded. "Was this what you wanted?" 
"Y-yeah," Steve murmured and hugged the toy tightly, at a loss for words. 


‘lm not a big fan of carny games myself, but you seemed really sad passing it by, and it does look quite cute." 


Sav reached over and moved a stray lock behind Steve's ear. "Much like someone else | know." 


Steve blushed and sniffed. He leaned over, pulling Sav close and placing a chaste kiss on the bassist's cheek. 


"Thank you." 

Sav returned the embrace. “Anything for you, love." 

They ate their food, then resumed roaming the fairgrounds. Steve was beaming as he held his new plush toy 
close. It made Sav feel warm and fuzzy inside, knowing he'd made his boyfriend's day by winning it for him. 
They got in line for the Ferris wheel, feeling a tad sappy for wanting to be high in the sky alone together. As 
they waited, Joe and Pete, each carrying a bag of cotton candy, were passing by. Whatever conversation they 
were having was interrupted as they approached the couple. 

Joe's eyes widened at the sight of Steve's toy. "Jesus wept, that is huge. Where'd that come from?" 


Steve gave the plush a tight squeeze. "Sav won it for me." 


Pete eyed it carefully. "What, just randomly or were you going for that?" 


| was going for it," Sav answered. "He was interested and the game was easy, so why not?" 
"Why that animal though?" 
"| love red pandas," Steve said. "They're adorable." 


"And this red panda loves you too." Sav manoeuvered the toy's head, pressing the tip of its fluffy muzzle to 
Steve's cheek and making a kissing noise, causing the guitarist to softly squee in delight. 


Joe scrunched his face up, trying not to snicker. "Ew, gross." 
"Get a room, you two," Pete chuckled, shaking his head. "Anyway, l'm gonna go find Rick," he said, holding up the 
cotton candy bag. "Lad's blown all of his money on the carnies." With that, he headed off in the direction Sav 


assumed their young drummer had gone. 


The operator waved Steve and Sav on, signaling it was their turn to board Joe stuffed a bit of his own cotton 
candy in his mouth. "I'll catch up later. No snogging on the wheel!" he called back as he headed off elsewhere. 


"No promises!" Sav called back, causing Steve to giggle, though it was less out of finding the banter funny and 


more so out of nervousness as people around them began to stare. 


They climbed in and settled down, Steve setting the plush toy on the floor of the gondola. He smirked and 


lowered his voice. "We're snogging, right?" 


Sav smirked back. "Oh we're totally snogging." 


